arriving shall we say at half-past eight. But I cannot sit to Helens you. Were Rembrandt to rise from his grave I think I should Heldise refuse. Always sincerely yours, George Moore.'
The last time I saw Moore was at the Chelsea Arts Club, on the occasion of a dinner to Steer. His face was then pink and smooth as a child's: I wondered whether this was caused' by the illness from which he was then suffering. The dinner was marred by some over-excited members of the club. Drink can be so made attractive in literature as to tempt one to indulgence; in actual life it is less alluring, Yet the only excuse for sobriety is that a man shall be as witty, as companionable, sober, as another may be in his cups.
Another person was to write, too, of Abelard and Helo'ise, Helen "Waddell, and how lovely a character she gave to Heloi'se! 'I wonder if any author ever got such a letter/ she wrote. The people one is grateful to aren't the people who praise you, even with the right adjectives, but the ones who fed about a book as you felt when you were reading it. And chapters in it, I said to myself, would hold one spring for me for ever, a kind of distillation, so that if I were old and kind I might still remember the ecstasy it was written with. And though that is not now true of me, for it is terrible and disappointing that one's work goes out of this life when it is finished, I don't care. Partly because I am now working on a new book—the sequel—which is to be Httoise: and partly because one—perhaps two—people have seen that spring and I recapture it through them. But you are the only person who felt it as I did. Yours H. W.' But could she create a more enchanting character than her own? Every one who knows Helen loves her. With the austerity of the North, she has the warm heart, the grace and imagination of the Southern Irish. I was amused when we asked A. E. during one of his visits to London, to luncheon—Helen Waddell was to be with us, we told him. Thanks,' he replied, 'I could lunch with you any day—I prefer you undiluted. Not that I do not like dear Helen Waddell, but every person in London who asks me to lunch or dinner or tea offers dear Helen as an at-117

